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faded khaki shirt blended with the green-brown hue of the
ground, the gully concealed him from the sharp eyes of ti&
sentry gander standing on one leg at the waterside.  H4F
crawled until he could get a good shot, then raised himself 1
little.  The gander turned its grey, snaky neck and watched
him anxiously.  On the water the geese were floating, diving
and paddling.  The quiet sound of their chatter and thj^
splash of water came to his ears.   " I can take aim through
the fixed sight," he thought, his heart beating as he lifted
the rifle to his shoulder and fired at the gander.
As soon as he had fired the shot he jumped to his feet,
deafened by the beating of wings and the clutter of the
geese. The gander at which he had aimed flew up, but
vainly tried to gain height. The others rose in a dense cloud
above the pond. He fired twice more at the cloud of birds,
watching whether any fell, then turned and despondently
went back to Prokhor.
" Look ! Look ! " Prokhor shouted to him, jumping on
to his saddle and standing upright on his horse, pointing
with his whip to the geese distancing in the blue expanse.
Gregor turned, and trembled with gladness, with the
agitation of the successful hunter. One goose had dropped
behind the flock and was swiftly sinking, its wings^ flapping
slowly and intermittently. Rising on tiptoe and putting his
hand to his eyes, Gregor watched it. Suddenly the bifd
dropped like a stone, the sweep of its wings gleaming a
dazzling white in the sunlight.
Prokhor rode up to Gregor and threw him his horse's
reins, and they both galloped along the slope. They found
the goose lying with outstretched neck, its wings fluttering
as though trying to embrace the unkind earth. Gregor benf
down from his saddle and picked up the prize. Prokhor
tied it to his saddle-bow, and they rode on.
At Vieshenska Gregor halted at the hut of an old cossack
acquaintance, asked him to cook the goose at once, and sent
Prokhor off for vodka. He made no attempt to report to
the staff. They sat drinking until late in the afternoon.
During the conversation the old cossack poured a stream of
complaints into Gregorys ears.
" The officers here are carrying on in a fine way, Gregory
Pantalievich/' he began.                                                   *
" What officers ? " Gregor asked.